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EiiltrA at SUtiontrs' p^ll 




tf'<au, Prinla: Wiibecli. 



TO MY LITTLE FRIENDS 



MARY AND RUSSELL 



My deab Childben, 

I offer you this little Volume of 
Poetry as a slight token of affection,^ aAd I hope 
the perusal of it wlU afford you pleasure. Its 
lowly name, given to it by a dear friend, will 
tell you that it does not pretend to any merit, 
as a composition; — no ostentatious motive has 
induced me to publish it. 



IV. 

These "Lilies op the Valley," which 
have been culled at different times, and under 
different circumstances, wiU shrink beneath the 
Critic's eye, but I trust their defects may be 
hidden, like the flowers whose name they bear, 
under the sheltering leaves of kindness. 

Believe me, my dear Children, 

Your affectionate friend, 

ELIZABETH CORY. 



LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 



ADDRESS TO CHILDREN. 

Children! What are ye? Bright but tender 
flowers, * 
Needing a skilful gardener's Watchful care ; 
Sunshine from heav'n, with soft refreshing 
showers. 
To make ye blossom in earth's chilly air ! 

Children ! What are ye ? Heirs of sin and 
sorrow, 

Bom in a world of pain and suflTring rife ! 
Warm smiles to day, but bitter tears to-morrow 

Vary the troublous scene of human life. 

Children ! What are ye ? Deathless,— *all im- 
mortal ! 
The sun's bright lustre shall be lost in gloom, 
But ye, when ye have pass'd the Grave's dark 
portal, 
Shall live for ever in a wotld to come. 

A 
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Children! What should ye be? Saints, r 

for heaven ; 

Young Pilgrims journeying to its blest ab 

With heart and thought from earth's affect 

riven. 

In earnest travelling to the home of God 



THE CHILD AND DOVE. 

A lovely child, with sun-bright hair, 
Was playing 'mong the .flowers, 

That grew in wild luxuriance. 
Amid her native bowers. 

Far, from her Father's peaceful home, 
The gentle girl had stray'd ; 

Nought, but her own soft turtle dove, 
Was with her in the glade. 

She sung her little vesper hymn. 

With all the birds of even ; 
It fell upon the list'ning ear. 

Like melody of heaven ! 

Soon clouds of blackness gather'd rounc 
And lightning rent the sky ; 

While thunder from its dark abode, 
Most fearfully roU'd by ! 
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The timid dove that late had been 

So calmly happy there, 
Now hover'd round the little girl, 

Flutt'ring with fright and fear! 

"Don't be afraid, sweet dove," she cried, 
" I'll shield thy trembling form ; 

My Heavenly Father, mother says. 
Conducts the tempest storm : 

He'll not forget his little child. 

Nor yet her turtle dove, 
So nestle in my arms again. 

My precious, trembling love ! 

My Saviour, mother's bible says. 

Once walk'd upon the sea. 
And made the blowing win^s be still. 

The Son of God is He ! 

I love Him very much, indeed. 

For little ones He said. 
Might pray whene'er they liked to Him, 

So do not be afraid. 

I'll ask Him to take care of us. 
And then I know there'll come, 

One of His own bright angels down, 
To watch us in the gloom." 
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Children ! What should ye be ? Saints, mee 
for heaven ; 
Young Pilgrims journeying to its blest abode 
With heart and thought from earth's afiection 
riven. 
In earnest travelling to the home of God ! 



THE CHILD AND DOVE. 

A lovely child, with sun-bright hair. 
Was playing 'mong the flowers. 

That grew in wild luxuriance, 
Amid her native bowers. 

Far, from her Father's peaceful home. 

The gentle girl had stray'd ; 
Nought, but her own soft turtle dove, 

Was with her in the glade. 

She sung her little vesper hymn. 

With all the birds of even ; 
It fell upon the list'ning ear. 

Like melody of heaven ! 

Soon clouds of blackness gather'd round. 

And lightning rent the sky ; 
While thunder from its dark abode, 

Most fearfully roll'd by ! 
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The timid dove that late had been 

So calmly happy there, 
Now hover'd round the little girl, 

Flutt'ring with fright and fear! 

"Don't be afraid, sweet dove," she cried, 
" I'll shield thy trembling form ; 

My Heavenly Father, mother says, 
Conducts the tempest storm : 

He'll not forget his little child. 

Nor yet her turtle dove. 
So nestle in my arms again, 

My precious, trembling love ! 

My Saviour, mother's bible says. 

Once walk'd upon the sea. 
And made the blowing win^s be still. 

The Son of God is He ! 

I love Him very much, indeed, 

For little ones He said, 
Might pray whene'er they liked to Him, 

So do not be afraid. 

I'll ask Him to take care of us. 
And then I know there'll come. 

One of His own bright angels down, 
To watch us in the gloom." 
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Children ! What should ye be ? Saints, mee 
for heaven ; 
Young Pilgrims journeying to its blest abode 
With heart and thought from earth's affectioni 
riven. 
In earnest travelling to the home of God I 



THE CHILD AND DOVE. 

A lovely child, with sun-bright hair. 
Was playing 'mong the .flowers. 

That grew in wild luxuriance. 
Amid her native bowers. 

Far, from her Father's peaceful home. 

The gentle girl had stray'd ; 
Nought, but her own soft turtle dove, 

Was with her in the glade. 

She sung her little vesper hymn. 

With all the birds of even ; 
It fell upon the list'ning ear. 

Like melody of heaven ! 

Soon clouds of blackness gather'd round. 

And lightning rent the sky ; 
While thunder from its dark abode. 

Most fearfully roU'd by ! 
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The timid dove that late had been 

So calmly happy there, 
Now hover'd round the little girl, 

Flutt'ring with fright and fear! 

"Don't be afraid, sweet dove," she cried, 
" I'll shield thy trembling form ; 

My Heavenly Father, mother says. 
Conducts the tempest storm : 

He'll not forget his little child. 

Nor yet her turtle dove, 
So nestle in my arms again. 

My precious, trembling love ! 

My Saviour, mother's bible says. 

Once walk'd upon the sea. 
And made the blowing win^s be still, 

The Son of God is He ! 

I love Him very much, indeed. 

For little ones He said. 
Might pray whene'er they lik^d to Him, 

So do not be afraid. 

I'll ask Him to take care of us, 
And then I know there'll come. 

One of His own bright angels down. 
To watch us in the gloom." 
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Children ! What should ye be ? Saints^ meet 
for heaven ; 
Young Pilgrims journeying to its blest abode, 
With heart and thought from earth's affections 
riven, 
In earnest travelling to the home of God I 



THE CHILD AND DOVE. 

A lovely child, with sun-bright hair. 
Was playing 'mong the .flowers. 

That grew in wild luxuriance. 
Amid her native bowers. 

Far, from her Father's peaceful home, 

The gentle girl had stray'd ; 
Nought, but her own soft turtle dove, 

Was with her in the glade. 

She sung her little vesper hymn. 

With all the birds of even ; 
It fell upon the list'ning ear. 

Like melody of heaven ! 

Soon clouds of blackness gather'd round. 

And lightning rent the sky ; 
While thunder from its dark abode, 

Most fearfully roU'd by ! 
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The timid dove that late had been 

So calmly happy there, 
Now hover'd round the little girl, 

Flutt'ring with fright and fear! 

"Don't be afraid, sweet dove," she cried, 
" I'll shield thy trembling form ; 

My Heavenly Father, mother says, 
Conducts the tempest storm : 

He'll not forget his little child. 

Nor yet her turtle dove. 
So nestle in my arms again. 

My precious, trembling love ! 

My Saviour, mother's bible says. 

Once walk'd upon the sea. 
And made the blowing win^s be still, 

The Son of God is He ! 

I love Him very much, indeed. 

For little ones He said, 
Might pray whene'er they liked to Him, 

So do not be afraid. 

I'll ask Him to take care of us. 
And then I know there'll come. 

One of His own bright angels down, 
To watch us in the gloom." 
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The little creature knelt in faith, 
And pray'd her simple prayer; 

Then laid her in that bower to sleep, 
Feeling her Saviour near ! 

The dove press'd fondly in her arms, 
With that sweet slumberer slept. 

And round the guardian angel band, 
Their sacred vigil kept ! 

The tempest spent, the raoon-beams u 

Lit up the lonely glade. 
And show'd the anxious parents where, 

Their little one had stray'd. 

Rejoicing in her safety, — they 

Arous'd the sleeping child, 
And blest the gracious Pow'r that kept i 

Her, thro' the tempest wild ! 

" Dear Mother ! that kind God we love, J 

Hath taken care of me; 
I've slept throughout the tempest storm, 

Beneath this old beech tree : 

Teach me to love Him more and more, 

That when I come to die, 
I may behold His blissful face, 

Up in the bright blue sky!' 



1^ 

Ob ia it n( 



ULIES OF THE VALLEY. 



18 it not Bweet when far we rove, 
To dream of our home, the home wa love, 
To dream we see and again are near. 
The cherish'd ones, that the heart holds dear, 
To dream in peace and in joy we meet 
A dream like this, say is it not sweet ? 

When friends are away on. some foreign shore. 
And we know they will see their own no more ; 
Oh is it not sweet (when the eyelids close. 
And the soul is wrapp'd in serene repose) 
To view in our visions of nightly rest, 
The forms of those beings we love the best ? 

How sweet the dream of the Sailor must be, 
When he sleeps on the breast of ih' angry sea, 
Unmindful of storms and the tempest wild. 
He sees his lov'd cot, his wife and his child, 
He dreams that his dangers and toils are o'er, 
That he's safe again on his native shore ! 

Oh ia it not sweet, when life's mom is bright, 
And hope throws around her radiant light, 
And whispers delusive joys in the ear. 
Telling her flowers are fadeless and fair, 
To dream, and muse over aerial things. 
The glad thoughts of the spirit's wanderings ? 
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And is it not sweet in a world like this, 
To dream of the Land of supernal bliss. 
To dream that we pierce thro' the midngM 

gloom 
That encircles death and the silent tomb ; 
To dream that the bouI from all sin is free. 
And safe in the port of Etemily? 



We're scattered now, a large, large family; 
Once linked together by the teud'rest ties. 
We knelt and pray'd in union ; slept beneath 
The same parental roof. — If woe distress'd 
One little heart, the others felt for it. 
And words of sympathy, went circling round ; 
Then too each joy, found a responsive thrill ! 
Yes, that was home ; but we are scatter'd now ! 
Together, as in earliest years we dwelt 
We dwell no more. Upon the bleak cold world, 
Like fall'ii autumnal leaves, toss'd to and fro. 
The little flock is now : the parent trees 
Still standing were they grew ; leafless ! alone ! 
When sickness droops the head in vain we 

claim 
Tlie kind maternal care, in vain we ask 
A Father's blessing, both are far away. 
Death too must seal the eyes of some of u 
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Without their presence, and the yawning tomb 
Will hold us lightly, heedless of their tears. 
And this is life ; yet not the life of all. 
The scene is varied, some have never drank 
Deeply as others of the cup of woe. 
Nor tasted what it is to part from those 
We love the best, the dearest, upon earth, 
And part perhaps for ever ! ! ! 

Winter comes, 

Bringing the children to their Parents' side ; 
And round the social hearth, eyes, bright with 

joy, 

And smiling, happy faces, meet in peace ! 
Once it brought us ; but we are scattered now, 
And Christmas, like all other seasons, finds 
One family disjoin'd ! Tho' distance parts. 
And seas may roll between us, think ye not 
The spirit often seeks its infant home. 
In thought, at least, and silent and unseen 
Breathes a warm blessing on its sheltering 

roof? 
But shall we ne'er be gathered, shall we ne'er 
Stand all united side by side again ? 
No ! not on eaith ; some rest within the grave. 
Weep not my heart! The Christian's blessed 

hope. 
The hope of meeting in no parting land 
Should animate thee now, to buckle on 
The armour needful to withstand the world ! 
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MY MOTHEK. 



Oh ! thou wert the one, who fiist lull'd i 

rest, 

And pillowed my infantine head on thy bre< 
And to beaven directed in aiccents bo mild, 
A prayer, for the welfare and health of 1 

child. 

I knew not my mother, while silent I lay, 
Unconsciously helpless in life's infant day 
That I was the cause of thy bosom's deep sigl^- 
Or for me fell the tear from thy heaven-rais'd 
eye. 

When sickness oppress'd thou didst sit by my 

side. 
And to ease all my sorrows each soothing balm 

tried; 
Thro' the dajrlcness of night a lone watcli thou 

hast kept, 
And hung over my couch while serenely I slept. 

My Mother ! director and guide of my youth. 
Thou hast taught my young bosom the beauty 

of truth. 
And twined round my heart from affection'fi 

bright bow'rs. 
An amaranth wreatb of her beautilid flow'rs I- 
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When thy autumn and sunshine of life pass 

away, 
And those bright waving locks on thy forehead 

turn grey, 
It shall be my delight all thy woes to assuage. 
And to watch over thee in the childhood of age! 



THE SAILOR BOY. 



"I wander on the Ocean's shore 

And mark the drear and stormy sky ; 
I hear the foaming billows roar, 
The big tear trembles in mine eye ; 
My sailor boy, thou brav'st the sea, 
Thy mother sheds the tear for thee ! 

Return, and bless my lonely cot, 

And trust the faithless sea no more. 
My orphan child ! Oh let me not 

Thy death from drowning waves deplore : 
Return my precious sailor boy. 
My only earthly hope and joy ! 

Methought I heard, — I hear again 

A cry, — it seems of woe to speak ! 
Distraction seizes on my brain, 
'Tis his last agonizing shriek ; 
Cease, cease thy raging, angry sea, 
Mock not a Mother's agony !** 

B 
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The foaming billows roll ; he sleeps 

In the dark caverns of the sea^ 
While his unhappy Mother weeps 
The bitter tears of misery ; 
No more wilt thou poor sailor boy, 
Return to be thy Parent's joy ! 

When the wild, raging billows foam. 

And the loud storms and tempests roar, 
The childless mourner leaves her home. 
To wander on the Ocean's shore ; 
She knows not why she strays alone. 
For reason hath for ever flown ! 

Maniac ! Doth the angry sea 

With its huge billows mock thy woe ? 
Look up to God, He'll pity thee, 

And chase the anguish from thy brow; 
He stays the whirlwind at His will. 
And makes the howling blast be still ! 



REMINISCENCE OF CHILDHOOD, 

My Father I can ne'er forget, 
Tho' years have pass'd away ! 

His tender love, — his care for me, 
In childhood's early day ! 
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I recollect his soothing love, 

When bitterly I cried ; 
For woe first reach'd my infant heart, 

The day my mother died ! 

I saw her carried to the grave, 

And buried 'neath the mould ; 
Imploringly I begged him not 

To leave her in the cold. 

His tears fell mingling down with mine. 

While by that lonely tomb 
We knelt, when all had left beside, 

Unheeding night's deep gloom ! 

I well remember then his look. 

So sorrowful, yet mild. 
As to his anguish'd heart he prest 

His hapless orphan child. 

" My precious one," he gently said, 

And wiped my teaiful eyes, 
" There is a holier, happier land. 

Above those purple skies. 

'Tis there thy blessed Mother dwells. 

Quite free from care and pain. 
We lov'd her much, but should we then 

Wish her on earth again ? 
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Close to her dear Redeemer's side, . 

He whom she serv'd below, 
She stands arrayed in garments bright. 

We could not bless her so ! 

God only lent her for a time, 
That we might hand in hand. 

Go safely journeying onward, to 
That blissful, holy land ! 

Her pilgrimage is over first. 

And thou and I alone, 
Must tread life's rugged path to her. 

My precious little one !" 

Just then a star, so lone and bright, 
Shone thro' the midnight's gloom ; 

I hail'd it with delight, and cried, 
That is my Mother's home ! 

I've gaz'd since then upon its light, 
With more than fancied joy. 

Remembering with what ravishment, 
I hail'd it as a boy ! 

My childish heart loved well to think 
That the sweet Star of Even, 

A mansion of the blessed was, — 
Perhaps the gate of heaven ! 
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I never wished my Mother then 

To leave a home so fair ; 
Bat prayed my Saviour God, to talce 

Me, and my Father there ! 



STANZAS FOR AN ALBUM. 

What is Friendship ? 'Tis a gem, 
Most brilliant in life's diadem ; 
A boon, that is so rarely given 
Bright, as it left its home in heaven ! 

What is Love ? It is a chain 
That binds us to this world of pain ; 
That lifts the soul to yonder sky, 
And links us to Eternity ! 



THE GAMBLERS. 



He passed, — and heard from yonder house, a 

laugh, 
lioud and obstrep'rous, — the Bacchanal laugh 
Of vile excess : it was a gambling house. 
The gate of guilt ! The surest road to ruin ! 
There the broad daylight rarely showed its face; 
Man's puny art supplied with feeble pow*r 
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Of glimni'ring lamp, the need of Sol's bright 

beams. 
Tlie thicUy cuitain'd windows, hid from view 
Of outward observation, those who spent 
Whole days and nights in that sepulchral den ! 
Alberto entered— he — -the young, the brave, 
Fortuna's nursling ! Nature's favoured child ! 
By gay Floreilmo led, sought pleasure there ! 
His wily comrade, — adept in all guile. 
By soft and gilded fetters drew him on. 
Treasures of gold to his enchanted view 
Appear'd within liis grasp, he won, — then plaj*d| 
Again to win, — then lost, and play'd again. 
Thrice had tlie sun ris'n and set, ere he 
Woke from his golden dream, and found him84 
The dupe of those aronnd: quickly he left 
The scene of wretchedness, but not for aye, 
Deep in his soul was fixed this fatal love, , 
The love of gambling ; and anon he sought . 
That haunt of mental toil, lie enter'd in 
And marked a haggard wretch, on whose pti 

The hand of care had stamp'd with iron pen 'I 
His bosom's depth of misery j while o'er 
The gamester's table, his dark, sunken eye 
Was bent, intently eager,— for his last. 
His all, was staked, that all, the sole support 1 
Of his poor wife and children, he had placed \ 
In fickle fortune's ever treach'rous scale ! 
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The dice were thrown ; he mark'd the fiendish 

look, 
He heard the hollow laugh of those around, 
Which told him he was ruined ; beggar'd, lost ! 
It was enough, the guilty, hapless man, 
Breathed imprecations on his comrades' heads ; 
Then fled away from that demoniac den ! ! 
Night reigned in peacefulness — he stood alone 
Upon the margin of the tranquil lake. 
The waters slept, beneath the moonbeams' 

glance, 
UnrufBed, undisturbed ! 
All, all was soft and beautiful, yet he 
Could see no beauty round him, from his soul 
All thoughts of Nature and its God were driven ! 
One moment still, he stayed his dark design ; 
Till his heart painted his once cherish'd wife. 
Sad, uncomplaining, sinking to the grave, 
A prey to his unkindness, and to want ! 
He could not brook to meet her tearful eye. 
Nor see her smileless cheek, nor hear her sigh, 
Her almost stifled sigh, of bitt'rest woe ! 
The instant fancy brought her to his view 
He leaped amid the waters, — one wild shriek 
Escaped him, as his trembling spirit pass'd 
To its last home ! ! ! 

That death shriek smote upon Alberto's ear ! 
Urged by a strong presentiment of ill. 
He'd foUow'd distantly the frenzied man ; 



\ 
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1 



But could not save ; the awful deed was done! 
Before ho reach'd the margin of the lake. 
Upon its peaceful breast, tlie soullefis cors 
Lay nearly motionless. — No zephyr woke, I 
The music of the waters, or disturbed 
The gentle slumber of the sylvan grove ! 
Struck by th' appalling sight, Alberto knel^fl 
In deepest anguish, by that still, bright lall 
" Almighty God," he cried, " let yon sad si 
The Gambler's fatal end, check my wild steps 
In the career of sin ! Had not Tiiine hand 
Been viewlessly encircling me, like him, 
Cold in the suicidal arms of death, 
I might have haply lain. Forgive ! forgivdl 
The hateful error of my wand'ring youth, 
And lead me in that bright and perfect way 
Whose path is peace." Thus the repentatil; 

pray'd ; 
A contrite tear fell on the dewy ground, 
And happy angels welcomed it in heaven ! 



steps 
d 



MY BHOTHEil- 



Oh I will love thee ! when the glorious su* 
Doth gently sink behind yon western hia 

When all the various works of man are doi 
And every living thing lb hush'd and sitl 
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Oh I will love thee when the que^n of night 
Riseth serenely from behind the trees. 

And poureth on the earth her silvery light, 
And softly sporteth on the midnight breeze ! 

Oh I will love thee when the vesper star 
Shineth so brightly in the opening dell, 

When nought doth see it here, or from afar. 
Save that sad, lonely bird, sweet Philomel ! 

Oh I will love thee when grey morning dawns 
In rich refulgence thro' the bosomed grove, 

And the bright dew drops glisten on the lawns, 
And tempt the humble lab'rer's feet to rove ! 

Oh I will love thee when the balmy spring 
Shall clothe in beauty every shrub and tree. 

Then each fair scene to me perchance will 
bring, 
A soft, consoling, hallowed thought of thee ! 

Oh I will love thee when the howling blast 
Of sorrow's gale around thy head shall swell, 

When from thy heart, thy peaceful thoughts 
are cast, 
To thee Til fondly whisper "All is well !" 

Oh I will love thee in the day of grief, 

If earthly friends, with youth and hope have 
fled, c 
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And by affection bring thy heart relief, 

And watch with gentle love, around thy bed! 

Ob I will love thee when my days of bliss. 
And all my halcyon dreams of youth are o'er, 

Till the fond, faitliful heart that dictates this. 
And every throbbing pulse shall beat no more ! 



THE FLOWER FOKGET ME NOT. 
Come take from rae this simple flower, 

Ttio' low its birth, tho' meek its lot, 
I cuird it from yon little bow'r, 

It is the blue " Forget me not." 

It doth not boast of beauty rare, 
Twill grow round any humble col ; 

Oh let me twine thy sunny hair, 

With this meek-ey'd "Forget me not !" 

And wilt thou weave a simple wreath, 
And lay it on the grassy spot. 

Where I am resting still in death, 
Of this blue flow'r " Forget me not .' " 

But if 1 wander far away, 

If woe and care should be my lot; 
Remember in thy happiest day. 

The frieDd who will " Forget thee not !' 
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COMPOSED BY A LADY'S DESIRE ON HER 

TWO PET CATS. 

In S ^m stands a pretty house, 

Molested not by rat or mouse, 

Yes — so at least I fancy ; 
The reason why, I must declare, 
Two cats have fix'd their dwelling there, 

Sweep, and her sister Nancy. 

The former with her brilliant eyes. 
Coat, black as midnight's moonless skies. 

With graceful form and mien; 
At a "coup d'oeil" appears to be. 
Of all the feline family. 

Deserving most esteem. 

While taking by the fire her nap. 
Or resting on her lady's lap. 

No puss so good as she ; 
But let another cat draw nigh. 
She views it with suspicious eye. 

And peace and quiet flee. 

One instant, ere her hapless prey 
By terror urged, can fly away. 

She quickly pounces on ; 
And hisses, scratches, whilst her ire 
Impetuous as volcanic fire, 

Is pacified by none. 
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The sister Nancy boasts no grace 
Of outward figure, air, or face, 

Yet gentle nature gave 
To her, a temper, mild and kind, 
And heart as amiably inclined 

As ever cat could have. 

Of friends alas ! 'tis very tnie. 
This plain fac'd Pussy wins but few. 

Yet those she will retain ; 
For mild and gentle tempers prove, 
A magnet to the soul of love, 

And closer links the chain. 

And now, before my story closes. 
And my poor muse again reposes, 

Or speeds another way ; 
A moral I would draw from this. 
No visionary one it is. 

Attend to it I pray. 

Beauty ! What's it ? a dazzling flow'r. 
Possessing most attractive pow'r 

Upon the human sight : 
But blended not with inward grace, 
'Mong precious gems it has no place. 

In virtue's casket bright. 
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Yon mansion built of sparkling stone, 
GUtf ring and shining in the sun, 

But inly furnished not ; 
Oh what avails that outside show, 
'Mid Winter's storms of sleet and snow ? 

How dark the tenant's lot ! 

Just so the lovely one, whose soul 
Feels not religion's mild control. 

To beautify and brighten ; 
When sorrow's chilling blasts arise, 
No rainbow paints her gloomy skies, 

Nor sunbeam comes to lighten ! 

A heart to holiest things inclin'd, 
A temper, humble, mild and kind, 

May these to us be given ; 
That when pale Death shall gently come. 
To lay the mortal in the tomb. 

Our souls may rise to heaven. 



STANZAS. 

I saw her in the mom of life, 

When her young heart from care was free. 
When not a thought of woe or strife. 
Had check'd her native gaiety ; 
•Twas then she rov'd 'mong Nature's bowers. 
The fairest of her earthly flowers. 
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I saw her when her eye of blue, 

Was softly dimm'd by pity's tear, 
Lilie a young flow'ret wet with dew, 
When momiog bloom'd it did appeartj 
Or like, on Adam's guilty head, 
Those tears the pitying angels shed, 

I saw her when affliction's smart 

Had pierc'd her soul with deep distrel 
When nought was left to cheer her heart 
Save hopes of heaven's happiness ; 
I saw her, and 'twas sweet to see, 
How well she bore adversity ! 

I saw her when she bow'd her head 

In meek submission to her lot ; 
Her earthly joys had withered, — fled. 
She felt it, but she murmur'd not. 
And tho' her heart by grief was riven. 
Her last best hope, was fix'd in heaven. 

I saw her last when she had clos'd 

Her beaming eyes in dreamless sleep, ■ 
So htill, so calmly, she repos'd, 
And left no friend behind to weep ; 
No ! those she lov'd long since had gone, 
Where earthly cares are quite unknown. 
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A SLEEPING CHILD. 

Sleep on in peace ! For weariness hath prest 
Its finger on thine eyelid, gentle Boy ; 

How calm ! how sweet ! must be the slum- 
b'rer's rest, 
When all within the heart like thine is joy. 

Sleep on, sleep on! Tis life's bright infant 

hour. 

Thou little deem'st that joy is but a dream; — 

Thy heart is cloudless now ; — like each sweet 

flow'r. 

Thou lov'st the radiance of the first sunbeam. 

Sleep on, fair child ! I'll not disturb thy rest. 
So calm and peaceful as it seemeth now ; 

There's nought reposing on this earth's dark 
breast. 
That's half so beautiful to me as thou. 

Sleep on ! I love to mark thy azure eye. 
Dancing in brilliancy, — thou joyous one ! 

And see thee chase the gaudy butterfly. 
Skimming the air beneath the summer sun. 

Sleep on ! why didst thou start ? The rosy hue 
Is mantling on thy cheek, — the gentle sigh 
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Escapes thy bosom, — ^'chance thou now can 
view 
Some glorious visitant from yonder sky. 

Sleep on ! May all thy dreams be glad as thi 
When passing thro' the distant vale of yeari 

And may thy smile be then as full of bliss, 
A smile, not darken'd by affliction's tears. 



THE DYING BOY. 

Upon a low and simple couch, 

A gentle child was laid ; 
The moonbeams shone around its room. 

And o'er .its pillow play'd. 

The widow'd mother knelt beside. 

With look of pallid care, 
Her last, last, earthly treasure, who 

Lay breathing life out there. 

The soft dark eyes that met her own. 

Were filled with holy light ; 
The smile that play'd around his lips. 

Looked heavenly and bright ! 
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Death seem'd no monster to the child, 

For God had bid him press 
His icy finger o'er his heart. 

In tenderest gentleness. 

All hush'd was earth, — no breeze awoke 

Sweet music on the air; 
When in that lone, still hour of night, 

Arose the Mother's prajer. 

But 'twas not for her precious Boy, 

Whose life was ebbing fast, 
She felt he needed not her prayers. 

His grief was nearly past! 

She crav'd tlie Holy Spirit's aid. 

The Saviour's mild control, 
To still the woe of her own heart — 

The anguish of her soul ! 

Her husband, children, one by one. 
She'd laid within the grave ; — 

And now her last, beloved charge, 
The yawning tomb would have. 

Her widow'd heart must soon have broke. 

Did not the mourner's Friend, 
In pity to her wretchedness, 
• His consolation send. 

D 
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Believe not her voice, tliuugb its ravisbing toi 
Thrills a rapturous chord in thy now yoid 
ful lieart ; 
" Man is bgm unto woe," and he bbce one | 
one, 
Tlie treasures he cherish'd, take wing i 
depart. 

The gay laugh of childhood (that sportive 
rings 
The echo of past joy in memory's ear, 
While youth to my fancy one moment it bri 

To a smile shall be soften'd, or tura'd 1 



Oh ihiuk not I'd wither Uie hopes oftbyyoo) 

Quench the hght of thy breast, with expef 

ancy rife, 

Far be it from me, — but the deep voice of ti 
Bids me weave fading buds in the chap] 
of life. 



My Helen ! I'd have thee now time is tliine ow 
Lay up treasure in heav'n, unchangcaU 

bright ; 
Thy soul, then, when earth's bitter journey ii 

done. 
Shall drink of the Fountain of endless delighlfl 
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THE CHRISTIAN MOTHER. 

I saw the Christian Mother take her Babe, 
Her sweet first bom, just waken'd into life, 
And kneeling with it in her gentle arms 
Before the throne of God, — she oflFer'd up, 
Meekly in her Redeemer's name, a prayer 
Of holy fervency, that God would guide 
Its little footsteps in the path of peace. 
And teach it early to remember Him ! 
Again I saw that Mother, and her child 
No longer lying passive on her breast. 
But kneeling by her side; its hands were 

clasp'd. 
Its rosy lips were parted, and I heard. 
In accents sweeter than the voice of song, 
The Saviour's name lisp'd out. And now the 

large. 
And pictur'd bible was displayed to view ; 
The infant Jesus resting in his bed, 
The wretched manger; then the crown of 

thorns. 
The shameful mockery, and last of all, 
Immanuel bleeding in the arms of death ! 
And as each plate wa« offer'd to its gaze. 
The tender Mother, taught herself by God, 
In tones of love led up her little one, 
To fix its thoughts on Him. I mark'd the tears. 
Silently, sadly, chase each other down 
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Her child's ftdr cheek; and now, and then, a sigh 
Of sympalhy conTulsM thai guileless heart! 
" Dear Mother, tell me, did He die for me ? 
What die, that I might wear a crown of gold 
And live with God among the stars of heav'n f 
"Yes, yes, my Boy, but we can never know 
The extent of His love, till we have reach'd 
The world of happiness wherein He dwells ! " 

Again the scene was chaug'd — how awfully ! 
The room was darken'd, but a faint sunbeam 
Feebly disclos'd, reclining on a couch. 
That Christian Mother ! By her knelt her Boy. 
Thirteen short summers he had scarcely seen. 
Grief was depicted on liis youthful brow ; 
Grief, most intense, — death lurk'd within that 

room! 
Once more I heard the Mother's plaintive voica 
Pleading in prayer ; while to the care of God, 
His faithful care, she gave her weeping child;; 
Then went herself to heaven ! 
Years pass'd away, the boy grew up to 
1 saw him not, but still, alas ! I heard 
How sill had mark'd his path since he had 1)6eri' 
Left in the world, without an earthly guide. 
He serv'd his country in tlie Indian clime, 
Serv'd it most manfully ; yet he forgot 
His God, — his Father's and his Motlier's God 
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Summer had cast her mantle on the earth, 
And evening's gentle hour had flung around 
Each pensive heart, a calm and hallow'd 

thought. 
In musing silence to the lone church yard, 
The "city of the dead," I bent my steps. 
And resting on a tomb enjoy'd the bliss. 
That melancholy sheds upon the soul. 
Close by me was the Christian Mother's grave: 
Some kindly hand had planted roses there. 
And evening's dewy eyes wept tears upon them ! 
My thoughts were startled by a deep-heav'd 

groan : 
Upon that grave a soldier knelt, his hands 
Were clasp'd, and down his sun-burnt cheeks, 

large tears, 
Wrung out by sorrow, in succession fell. 
And was it he ? It was : the same I heard 
In childhood lisp his Saviour's holy name ; 
No woe, or guile was in his bosom then. 
But oh ! the path from youth to riper years 
Was stain'd by crime, appalling, daring crime ! 
God found the sinner out ; the faithful God 
Had treasur'd up the Christian Mother's prayers; 
And now, tho' years she'd slept within the grave. 
He answer'd them, and taught her contrite child. 
No more to lean upon a broken reed. 
This joyless world, but on a Father's arm ! 
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Is there a heart that hath not been 

Oft as unruffled as the deep, 
When mom's bright beauties gild the scei 

And spirits of the tempest sleep ? 

Is there an eye that hath not shone 

Oft brightly, as ItaJia's sky, 
Ere life's dark cares had, one by one, 

Obscur'd its glance of brilliancy? 

Is there a brow that hatb not seem'd 
Oft woeless, — free from pain and cave ; I 

As if the sunlight then that beani'd, 
Would ever glow as radiant there? 

Is there a soul that hath not known 
Oft-times a calm, as that of even ; 

Soft it descends, but soon 'tis gone, 

Like blessed dreams that come from heaven? 



LINES FOE AN ALBDM. 



Oh could I range poetic bowers, 
With loftier bards, as glad and firee, 

I'd cull the buds of loveliest flowers, 
And weave them in a wreath for thee. 



Tih Uwe^ may bitleir eaor^ and swnNMr^ 
Bttt oil !* maky ^^^ vetanHnis wwrov^ 



llib 1 msk for lli«e> but ^ianimtis^ 
VmuaCd wiilli lU^ dwells im>I IwIdw ; 
Eadk »Mwladdriiik»lAieeiqpof sadii^^ 
Audi tlMMQ^sireH o«e!! wist lasteiti tw>^ 

This eoKtili i» im>I ^mt hfom^ fer eY^r^^ 
TK^te i» a lauttd oif ladSkuil bfi$9> 

Cter lieoits fiow sueli a m^ild a» lla»!! 

Oil be llij sley^ dureeled llalKer !! 

Ho|)e poittls. IW wa^r bejv^ die sIl; ; 

Tliy elb^pfiel Itoe siiaU ne^ef willier> 
llie ft^w"^ iKaOi fiwm il €aiiiwi>4 die!* 
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THE INDIAN CAZIQUE'S LAMENT. 

" They drove me from my peaceful home, 

By the great river's side, 
And forced me wretchedly to roam, 

Thro' forests dark and wide. 

We deem'd them, — ah how could it be ? 

While landing on our shore. 
Heralds of mercy sent from Tliee, 

Spirit ! whom we adore. 

We brought them gold, we gave them land. 
We help'd their towns to rear ; 

Extended all a friendly hand, 
And bade them welcome here! 

We knew not that so base a thought 
Could enter white man's breast, 

To scour us like a thing of nought. 
From all our homes of rest. 

My wig-wam now, — a ruin'd heap ; 

My rich possessions gone ! 
How can revengeftil feelings sleep, 

In sorrows like my own ? 
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My little ones, — my precious wife, — 

What fire consumes my brain ! 
All bleeding lay — bereft of life, 

By the vile sons of Spain. 

Why should it be (in life's short span 

Which quickly finds a close) 
That man should cause his fellow man 

To suffer deeper woes ? 

Are not the ills and pains, we know. 

Enough for all to bear, — 
Without the ^d of human foe. 

To flow the cup of care ? 

My Indian brethren weep with me, 

For days of gladness past ; 
Great Spirit ! we appeal to Thee, 

Redress our woes at last!" 
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LILIES OF THE VALLEY," FROM THE 
GARDEN OF POESY. 



I cull'd them in the lowliest ground, 
I could not reach the lofty flow'rs. 

That hung in rich profusion round. 
Poetic bow'rs ! 
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And as I plucked them, one bj one, 
Methought a simple wreath Pd twine 

It might be prizM when I was gone, 
By friends of mine ! 

In earliest day, I used to love. 

When life was glad and bright to me. 

Among thy verdant bow'rs to rove. 
Sweet Poesv ! 

And even now, tho' mental care. 
Hath bent me to its stubborn will, 

I often wander, gladly there. 
And love it still ! 



ADDRESSED TO Mrs , ON HER BIRTHD 

February 6th, 1840. 

Thy natal day ! How sweet those words. 
They thrill affection's tuneful chords. 

In hearts that cherish thee ; 
And though I boast no Foef s fire. 
This day I'll strike my simple lyre. 

And wake its minstrelsy ! 

I will not pain thy gentle ear. 
By music thou wouldst scorn to hear. 
From flatt'ry's wily tongue ; 
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Oh no ! while friendship waxmly flings 
Her magic fingers o'er the strings, 
I'll weave her notes to song ! 

Another year is past, and gone ! 
Gone — ^like the tear we gaze upon. 

In childhood's merry eye ; 
And tho' its sun for aye hath set. 
Thy thoughtful mind will ponder yet. 

Upon its twilight sky. 

What is there in the deep'ning gloom. 
That hovers o'er the past year's tomb. 

To win thy musing heart? 
Much more than many reck, I ween, 
Thou findest in its varied scene. 

To bid it yet depart. 

Past joy, and long forgotten pain. 
Arise, alternately again. 

Athwart thy mental sight ; 
And marks of love, receiv'd and giv'n. 
Shed o'er the soul, like thoughts of heav'n, 

A calm and hallow'd light ! 

Albeit thy cup of earthly joy. 
Is mingled oft with pain's alloy. 
Thou weepest not as those, — 
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Whose bliss is drawn from worldly thingsJ 

Which time be^s on his lighlnmg wings,^ 

Swift to the grave's repose ! 

Above this world, far, far above, 
In yon etenial clime of love. 

Thy heart and treasure lie ; — 
When evanescent things decay, 
Tlio' earth itself must pass away, 

Thy portion cannot die ! 

Thy natal day ! oh could I swell 
The praise of one I love so well. 

In fitful melody ■ 
Coiikl notes of mine one half express. 
Thy unailected gentleness, 

How sweet a strain 'twould be ! 



Blessings be thine, and may he too. 
Who shares thy cup of weal and woe, 

In life's tempestuous road, 
With thee, and all thy children stand, 
Amid the shining happy band. 

Close to the throne of God ! 

Time steals apace, and soon will lay 

Within the grave, this peacefiil day, 

'Mid long forgotten years ; 
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Why should I wish to snatch one hour, 
From the destroyer's ruthless pow'r, 
Why seal it with my tears ? 

Thrice blessed is the thought to me, 
I, of thy earthly family, 

One happy member make ; 

And ob ! tho' years should faster roU, 

The christian link that binds the soul, 

No mortal hand can break ! 



BLIND AHTHUR AND HIS SlSTElt. 

H Jono Soickluil'a litOe Tnlf od Ptov. Hi. ohapwr, 1! and 13 tci 

Piitliiijdbjrtoirciif J. K.J n. 

" My Mother ! when shall I again 
Behold the sun's bright ray ? 

Methought ere this I should have seen, 
The glorious light of day !" 

Thus spake an orphan boy, and tum'd 

His sightless eyes upon 
His widow'd mother, who sat near 
Her poor afflicted son. 

And by him knelt a little girl. 

So beautiful and fair ; 
She was, her sobbing plainly told, 

No heartless listener there. 
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" Thou answer'st not," the blind boy said, 

" And my sweet sister's tears. 
Have told me all the awful truth, 
* And realiz'd my fears. 

The solemn tale, I'll tell myself. 
And spare thy grief-worn heart ; 

Mother, alas i I know full well. 
The sufferer thou art. 

I never, never more shall see 

The hallow'd light of mom. 
Nor sport with little Jane again. 

Upon the sloping lawn." 

"My child !" the weeping mother cried, 

" All human aid is vain ; 
Thy visual organs are destroy'd, 

Thou wilt not see again ! 

Yet, yet, my Arthur, thou must not 

Despise thy Father's rod ; 
But own in this sad chastisement. 

The gracious hand of God ! " 

" Since fever late, derang'd my frame. 

Thy prayerful, pious love. 
Dear Mother ! bade my troubled heart 

To seek its rest above. 
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My mental eyes are clearer novr^ 

Since mortal sight is gone ; 
Deep, in my humbled heart, I wish 

God's will, not mine, be done !" 

" My Arthur ! blessed are thy words, 

Thy happy mother ne'er. 
Would change her own poor sightless boy. 

For all the world holds dear!" 

" Oh Brother ! " said the litUe girl, 

" I recollect with pain. 
Whene'er thou madest sport of me, 

I always did complain. 

But now, play with me as thou wilt. 

With all thy former glee, 
And ruffle o'er my golden curls, 

I'll not complain of thee." 

" Sweet innocent P* the boy replied, 

" My foolish fun is past ; 
From me all childish, idle sport. 

Most willingly I cast. 

But oh, how bitter is the pang ! 

Mother, I ne'er shall trace, 
The lineaments I love so well. 

Of thy maternal face ; — 
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And little Jane's own lovely smile, 
Like summer sunshioe bright, 

Ib hidden now, — alas ! alas ! 

From poor blind Arthur's sight." 
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" Dear Brother, I will be thine eyes," 

The gentle sister cried, 
" I'll lead thee thro' the sweet, green fields, 

Close by the streamlet's side. 

I'll gather thee the loveliest flow'rs, 

And as we pass along, 
I'll tell thee all my simple tales. 

And sing thee many a song," 

"Thou shalt, my precious little Jane, 

And wilt thou, dearest, read 
To me God's holy, heav'nly word? 

That would be bliss indeed ! 

One thought, alone now pains my soul^ 
Oh ! that, when sight was mine, 

I'd been more thankful for the boon, 
My God bade me resign ! 

My Sister, fear His holy name, 
Ne'er from His presence rove, 

I bless Him for my chastisement, 
'Twas sent, 1 tnovf , ia Vove. 
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Yes, sent to draw my wandering heart 

(To earth, too fully given) 
Up, — ^by the golden chain of grace, 

The christian's clue to heaven !" 

The little sister kept her word; 

She was her brother's guide. 
And led him thro' the woodlands fair, 

In summer eventide. 

Or when the morning sun was bright. 
Among the green wood bow'rs. 

She'd weave for him a simple wreath. 
Of nature's sweetest flow'rs. 

Then would the gentle Arthur speak 

Of high and holy things, — 
Leading his sister on to God, 

In all their wanderings. 

Oh ! 'twas a scene replete with bliss, 

To mark that sightless boy, 
Pointing his litfle guide the way 

To everlasting joy ! 
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TO AN AGED FRIEND. 

Deax aged Pilgrim ! Up the hill 

That leads to heaven, thy feet are wending, 
Still pleas'd to do thy Father's will, 

And meekly 'neath thy bui'den bending ! 

The hand of time hath gently press'd 
Upon thy shoulder, winters eighty ; 

Alone, and mournfully distress'd. 
Thou hast not borne that burden weighty ! 

Thy wife, and children shar'd with thee, 
In every cup^ of woe and gladness. 

Their mirth increas'd thy bosom's glee. 
Their sympathy reliev'd thy sadness. 

Much more than many thou hast been 
Bless'd, by the God of peace and glory, — 

Religion's lamp of blissfiil sheen. 

Hath cast its lustrous beauty o'er thee. 

Then weep not ! faint not ! tho' the tie 
That binds to earth must soon be broken. 

The Saviour from His throne on high. 
Words of divinest love hath spoken. 
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What, though the way of death seems drear, 
Jesus thy soul shall gently cherish, 

He seals thee His on earth, and ne'er 
Will leave His trusting child to perish ! 



STANZAS. 

Oh! were thine eyes bright as the star of 
morning, 
Thy bosom fair as the new-fallen snow. 
Were nature's own rosebuds thy cheeks adorn- 
ing, 
And as marble, white and polish'd thy brow! 

Were thy tresses bright as the sunbeam's glory. 
Thy figure as light as the lovely fay's. 

Disporting 'mid bowers of fabled story, 
A;8 warble the poets of by-gone days. 

Should thy bosom heave with a thrill of glad- 
ness, 
At the ardent gaze of the flatt'ring throng ? 
And should thine ear drink in the words of 
madness. 
Which made thee divine by the voice of song? 
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Sbould thy heart swell with pride, as if thou'dst 
given 

The rose to thy cheelc and light to thine eyesP 
And think not that He, who ruleth in heaven, 

The joy of His love to the proud denies ! 

Oh! wouldst thou forget too, though life is 
shining 
In splendour and beauty, around thee now, 
Ere the sun of to-morrow is seen declining. 
The cold hand of death may have laid thee 
low. 

The beauties efface, hkethe summer floweis^J 
One moment their glory and light display. 

But winter comes on with its darkling hours, I 
And each trace of summer hath fled away. ■ 

If beauty's a " shadow," — and all life's pleaeid 
I'd seek for the ** substance," where i 
oh where ? 

Child of earth, look for it 'mong deathlei 
treasures, — 
It is found in heaven, — go seek it there ! 
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MY FATHER. 

Guide of my childhood's years ! 
In the sweet name of Father, there's a charm, 
I turn to it, as to a sov'reign balm, 

'Midst painfiil cares ! 

Oh ! if, by aught beguil'd, 
I've ever wounded thy parental heart, 
Or caus'd thy bosom one afflictive smart, 

Forgive thy ctiild ! 

I would not, could not, now 
Cloud over, for the wealth the world can give, 
Nor yet in glitt'ring palaces to live. 

My Father's brow ! 

I love thee deep and well, — 
Tho' like an exile wand'ring from his home. 
From thee, from thy kind care, it is my doom. 

Apart to dwell ! 

How sweet ! how blest to me ! 
In midnight's solemn hour, so deep, and lone. 
To kneel before my heav'nly Father's throne. 

And pray for thee ! 
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When with'ring, blighting age 
Creeps on, and thou art bending 'neath its cares, 
rU solace thee in thy declining years, 

Thy woes assuage ! 



WHAT IS LIFE? 

A Bark rudely driven 

On some ru£9ed sea, 
When the storms of the midnight 

Howl reckless and free ! 

A radiant flower, 

That reveird to-day. 
In the light of the sunshine. 

Now fading away ! 

A sky ever changing. 
Now cheer'd by the sun. 

Now darken'd by tempests. 
That swiftly glide on ! 

A heavenly vision 

To youth's happy sight, 
A rosebud they gaze on 

With eager delight ! 
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A meteor glancing 

Athwart the blue sky, 
In splendour now dancmg, 

Now lost to the ^e! 

Such is life. 



"EDITH." 



She seemed too bright to dwell on earth, 

That fair and gentle one, — 
She cheer'd her father's widow'd hearth, 

Else comfortless and lone! 

The lustre of her soft, dark eye, — 

The hectic of her cheek, — 
Did only to the passer by 

Of healthful beauty speak! 

But hid within her lowly heart. 

Consumption's arrow lay. 
Rankling the vital, wounded part. 

And stealing life away! 

She knew the awful truth, — ^bnt still. 

All peacefidly serene, 
She met her heavUy Father^s will, 

Nor wish'd it had not been! 
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One boon she crav'd, before life's bright, 

And silver cord had burst ; 
That her beloved father might 

Attain the haven first ! 

He bent beneath the weight of years, 
The pains of age had come : 

Who'd wipe the old man's bitter tears, 
If she were in the tomb ? 

She could not bear in thought to see 
His anguish, deep and wild, 

Nor hear his plaint of agony, 
In parting from his child ! 

She sought His aid, who fetters death. 
In firm and breakless chain ; 

Nor was her lowly prayer of faith 
To heaven, made in vain ! 

For as the lovely Edith's frame 

Seem'd hast'ning to decay, 
Her fond and doating sire became. 

More feebly ag'd each day. 

Cold winter's gloomy hours were past. 
And spring-tide's face of love. 

Had smil'd away the northern blast. 
And drest the leafless grove ! 
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Twas midnight, — and no cloud had rest 

Upon the purple sky ; — 
When pillow'd on his daughter's breast, 

Death clos'd the father's eye. 

She blest the dear Redeemer's grace ! 

All earthly care was o'er ; 
Then kiss'd her parent's clay-cold face, 

And Edith breath'd no more ! 



THE WISH. 

May the dark tear of sorrow and woe never 
start, 
To obscure the light of thine eye ; 
May the rose of good-temper still bloom in thy 
heart, 
When thy summer of life is gone by ! 

May the smile of content, like a radiant beam, 
Chase every cloud from thy brow ; 

May hope's beautiful beacon, thro' life ever 
gleam, 
As serenely and brightly as uo^ I 
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When eternity dawns, may thy last earthly 
sigh, 
With transport seraphic be giren ; 
May Religion's bright torch, as the stars in the 

sty, 
Illumine thy pathway to hearen ! 



"NIGHT IS THE TIME." 

" Night is the time " for roaming. 
On the dark ocean's shore. 

To mark the billows foaming. 
And hear their ceaseless roar. 

" Night is the time " for gazing, 
On glories then reveal'd. 

To view the stars bright blazing. 
In heaven's ample field. 

" Night is the time " that's given. 
To search the care-worn breast. 

And ask the soul if heaven. 
Will be its home of rest ! 

" Night is the time " for taking 
A glance beyond this sphere. 

When midnight winds are waking 
Sad music in the ear ! 
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" Night, is the time " for praying, 
When nought is heard, or seen, 

Save the pale moonbeams playing, 
On nature's verdant green ! 

^^ Night is the time" for dreaming, 

Of our eternal home. 
And strange bright glories gleaming, 

From realms beyond the tomb ! 

" Night is the time " for closing 

The weary eye in peace, — 
Calm in the grave reposing. 

Where earthly sorrows cease ! 



THE MISSIONARY'S DYING WIFE. 

A FACT. 

See ! the soft eye is closing, for silent and slow 
Is the finger of death, trav'lling over that brow. 
And the bosom's quick heavings grow fainter 

each beat. 
For the spirit is leaving its earthly retreat ! 

All is sweetly serene, — no deep anguish is 

there, — 
No dread of the future, — ^no groan of despair^ — 
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The Redeemer she follow'd, when life was her 

own. 
And the valley of death she's not crossing alone! 

All her trials are ceasing ! her labours are o'er, 
'Mong the destitute heathen on India's shore; — 
Unwearied she wrought, till the watch-word 

was giv'n. 
To leave earthly toil, for the sweet rest of 

heav'n ! 

With the husband she cherish'd, — in life's 

early day. 
She was borne on the ocean from home far 

away: 
Her commission fulfiU'd ; — when pale sickness . 

drew nigh, 
She return'd to her own native country to die ! 

What can cheer her meek spirit, just wing'd to 

depart. 
From the husband and children, so dear to her 

heart ? 
'Tis the hope of uniting in heaven again. 
The bright link of affection, death's breaking 

in twain ! 

Oh ! what ravishing melody floats on her ear. 
As she breathes out her last breath, in praising 
and prayer ! 
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Surely angels have waken'd fresh music above, 
Their new sister to welcome to mansions of 
love! 

All is over ! all's still ! but the 'reft ones will 

yet 
On the tomb of their " absent " shed tears of 

regret : 
O'er the spot where she's resting, that fresh, 

lowly grave, 
The green grass of the spring is beginning to 

wave! 



"OH THINK OF ME!'» 



Oh think of me ! when stars are beaming 

Over land, and over sea ; 
When thro' dark clouds the moon is gleaming, 

Dearest ! wilt thou think of me ? 

Oh think of me ! in early morning. 

When shades of gloomy darkness flee. 

When peaceful nature hails the dawning. 
Dearest ! wilt thou think of me ? 

Oh think of me ! when life appeareth 
Clad in shining garb to thee ; 
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When hope thy joyous spirit cheereth, 
Dearest ! wilt thou think of me ? 

Oh think of me ! in days of sadness, 
Thou, like all, art doomed to see ; 

When tears give place to smiles of gladness, 
Dearest ! wilt thou think of me ? 

Oh think of me ! when thou art bending 
To thy list'ning God, the knee ; 

When ev'ry thought is upward tending, 
Dearest ! wilt thou think of me ? 



ACROSTIC. 
WRITTEN BY DESIRE OF THE REV. 



Come, view the christian's glory! yonder ancient 
pile, 

Humbly upraising its hoar-head to heaven ! 

Unknown to heathen lands, the blessing Eng- 
land's Isle 

Richly enjoys, by Christ's religion given. 

Church of the living God ! when Time's death 
knell shall ring. 

Harmonious songs of praise, thy h£^py saints 
shall sing. 
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MY SISTER. 

We're parted, lov'd one, but wherever thou art, 
The spot that contains thee, is dear to my 

heart ! 
Apd sweet to my mem'ry, thrice sweet unto me, 
Are the hours I pass'd of my childhood with 

thee. 
Oh, is there a friend among beings below, 
1 could meet with so fond, and so faithful as 

thou. 
Who prompted alone, by affection's warm call. 
Would weep o'er my follies, yet love me in all ? 
Rememb'rest thou not, in the calm twilight 

hour. 
When the tears of the ev'ning, fell soft on each 

flow'r. 
How gladly we wander'd alone in the dell. 
To catch the low notes of the sad Philomel ? 
Together we rov'd, through the fields and the 

moor. 
To visit the dwellings, the homes of the poor. 
Round the altar of God, in the season of prayer. 
Thou know'st how we knelt in sweet harmony 

there — 
United in bonds of the tenderest love. 
One family seeking the haven above ! 
And shall we all meet in that b^a\x\AS^\vwfikfc^ 

H 
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When past is the darkness — the night of the 

tomb ? 
Blessed hope ! when the fond ones are bidden 

to part, 
That halo of glory illumines the heart. 
Mj Sister ! tho' sorrow and pain may be strown 
In thy pathway on earth, well, thou know'st 

there is One, 
Whose arm will support thee, whose kindness 

will cheer 
Thy soul, to a brighter, a happier sphere : — 
Then weep not, then mourn not, if grief be thy 

lot. 
His mercy endureth, — His love changeth not ! 
Farewell ! oh farewell ! yet wherever thou art, 
The spot that contains thee, is dear to my 

heart ! 



SUMMER EVENING. 



Evening came gently on, — the lovely moon 
Clad in her shining robes of silver light. 
Rose from the east, and with her brilliant train 
Of myriad stars, serenely beautifiil. 
Upon a world then sinking to repose, 
Look'd forth; while o'er the western sky, the 
broad 
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And lustrous flood of glory, Sol had left 
In proud magnificence to mark his path, 
Had scarcely disappeared. Resplendent scene ! 
Bright, and delightful as life's early dream ! 
I ever lov'd thee in my childhood's hour, 
And love thee now, still as I erst have done. 

■Each living thing was hushing into rest; — 
Mute was the music of the feather'd tribe ; 
And lab'ring man, spent with his daily toil. 
Had lain him down upon his humble bed, — 
Those whom he lov'd,-his wife and little ones. 
All slumb'ring round him ! More still and 

I hush'd 

^^Became the world, as nearer night approach'd ; 
The gentle summer breeze had died away 

::Among the sylvan groves, and nature seem'd 

*To sleep, the dreamless slumber of the grave ! 
Oh may life's day, close with an eve, like this, 

iAs calmly peacefiil, as serenely bright ! 

• 

![ fancied as a child, 'twas bliss to die 

In summer night, when the pale moon came 

forth, 
jBhining in unison with evening's star, 
And casting lengthen'd shadows of the trees 
rUpon the dew-brtght lawn. I've mus'd alone 
Till lost in wakeful dream, my fancy rang'd 
Among the countless stars, rolling above : — 
And then I deem'd, when I Via.d \^i\. ^\^ ^^"^^ 
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My chainless soul would search those unknown 

worlds ; 
They lay, methought, around the way to heav'n! 
When all were sleeping by me, and the night 
Was far advanced, my wakeful eyes and soul 
Were travelling upwards, ranging thro' the 

skies ; 
Till the poor wearied body crav'd that rest 
The God of nature form'd the night to give ! 
Then was my childhood's hour, 'tis past, — and 

gone,— 
. Yet, hath it left behind, more deeply grav'd 
Upon my heart, — the love " to be alone ! " 



FINIS. 
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